THY  GLORY SHALL  PERSIST

more slowly, they tumbled down the hill until they neared
the bottom of a dark valley. Below lay rocks, over which
flowed the Stream of Life. There were but two more
steps they could possibly take, one to the rocks, and the
other to fall or dive into the water. Quis sensed beauty
all about, despite their hurried and unhappy descent. Were
they not in a sheltered valley ? A light shone whence they
had lately fallen. The tortuous upward path was near
at hand, but the journey looked long and they were neither
of them much in mood for a second attempt. Nevertheless,
he decided to try again, realizing by then why it had all
happened. Before, when Gypsoe showed her alarm by
fleeing from him, he had run after her, clutching frantically
at her retreating form. But now he knew what to do,
could they but reach the top again. When, for safety's
sake, she started to flee down the hill, he would stand firm,
waiting for her return.

"Idle dreams. Gypsoe, thinly veiled, denied him.
Quis grew angry. The honour of the gods was at stake.
Was this where he was commanded to the water ? With
a hesitant glance over his shoulder, he first asked advice
of the gods. Was it go, when a dive into the stream below,
and obedience to an obvious request from an attendant
nymph would bring him to his senses? Or was it

"There was only one answer worthy of the gods. They
made a single word. The word they made was quis*
Whether they wished to draw their favoured friend to their
council, or whether they charged the word with esoteric
meaning, was not for mortals to decide. Sufficient that
their chorus created the clouds, sending them scudding
far and wide over the world, carrying the word we know
so wellv

"Thereafter the gods held their peace.

"In due time the breeze bore back the clouds with
answers; some quiet and soft, recalling gentle memories;
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